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The Tragedy of Cjmbeline. 


For wrying but a Rule? QVPtfanio^ 
Euery good Scruanz: do's not all Commands: 
I No Bond, but to do iuft ones. Gods, if you 
Should hauc s cane vengeance on my faults, I ncuer 
Had liu'd to put on this : fo hadyoufaucd 
The noble, Imogen^ to repent, and ftrooke # 
Me (wretch) more worth your V engeance. Butalacke, 
You fnatch fome hence for little faults ; thar's loue 
To haue them fail no more : you fome permit 
To fecond illes with lifts, each elder worfe, 
And make jtbeflS dread it, to the dooers thrift. 
But Imogen is your owne, do your bed wilier, 
And make me bleft to obey, I am brought hither 
Among th'italian Gentry, and to fight 
Againft my Ladies Kingdome : 'Tis enough 
That (Britaine) I haue kill'd thy Miflris : Peace, 
He giue no wound to thee : therefore good Heaucns, 
Heare patiently my purpofe. Ik difrobe me 
Of thefe Italian weeries, and fuite my fclfe 
As do's a BritaineV^znt : fo He fight 
Againft the part I come with : folic dye 
For thee (O Imogen) euen for whooi my life 
Is euery breathy death : and thus, vnknowne, 
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill * 
My felfelfe dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits (how. 
Gods, put the ftrengch ot\\Leonati in me : 
To IThamethe guize o'th'world, I will begin, 
The faftnon leffe without, and more within- Exit* 



Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lucius > Iachimo.and the Romane Army at one doore : 
and the "Britaine Army at another : Leonatns Pofihumus 
following like a poore Sculdier. They march oner, and gee 
out. Then enter agatne in Skirmifo Iachimo and Po&hu~ 
mm : hevanquifbstb and di far met h Iachimo, and then 
leaues him. 

lac. The heauineffe and guilt within my boforoe, 
Takes off my manhood : I haue bclyed a Lady, 
The Princelfe of this Country ; and the ayre on'c 
Reuengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Natures,haue fubdu'de me 
In my profeffion f Knighthoods,and Honors borne 
A* I weare mine)are titles but of fcorne. 
If that thy Gentry (Britaine ) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is,that wc fcarfe are men, and you arc Goddes. Exit. 
The Battaile continues , the Britaines fly y Cymbeltne is 
ttken : 7 hen enter to his refcue, Bellariw, Guiderius, 
and Amira<?us. 

o 

^/.Stand^tand^we haue th'aduantagc ot the ground, 
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts vs > but 
The viiiany of our fearcs. 

Gm. Arm. Stand,{hnd,!and fight. 

Enter Pofihttmiss ^vdficonds the Britaines. They Refcue 
Cymheiine, and Exeunt. 
Then enter Lucius , Iachimo, and Imogen. 
Luc. Away boy from the Troopes,and faue thy felfc: 
For fri^ds kil frieods,and the diforder's fuch 


As warre were hood- wink'ck 

lac. 'Tis their frefb fupplie*. 

Lm. It isa day turn'd ftrangely : orbctirnes 
Let's reinforce, or fly. ' * s 


Scena ^ertia. 


Lor 

Po t 


Enter Pofihumus 9 and a Britaine Lord, 
w. Cam'ft thou from where they made the fl<i„ a ^ 
I did, CU] eitand? 

Though you it feemes come from the Fliers > 
Lo t I did. 

Pofi* No blame be to you Sir,for all was loft 
But that the Heaucns fought : the King himfelfc 
Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backes of Britaines feenc ; all flying 
Through a ftrait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted 
Lolling the Tongue with flaught'ring ; bailing wo*k e 
More plentiful!, then Tooles to doo't : ftrooke do vine 
Some mortally, fome flightly touch'd, fome falling 
Meerely through feare,that the ftrait pafle was daL'd 
Withdcadmen,hurt behindc,and Cowards liuing 
To dye with lengthened fhame. 
Lo, Where was this Lane? 
P*/?.Clofeby the batteil,dkchU & wall'd with turph 
Which gaueaduantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honeft one I warrant) who deferu'd 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two (tripling* (Lads more like to run 
The Country bafe, then to commit fuch flaughter, 
With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer 
Then thole for preferuarion cas'd, or fhame) 
Made good the paflage, cryed to thofc that fled. 
Our "Britaines hearts dye flying, not our men, 
To darknefle fleete foulcs that flye backwards ; fiand, 
Or we are Romanes, and will giue you that 
Like beafts,which you ftnm beaftly, and may faue 
But to 2ookebackcinfrownc:Stand,fland. Thefe three, 
Three thoufand confident, in a&e as many : 
For three performers are the File, when all 
The reft dp nothing. With this word ftand,ftand, 
Accomodated by the Place ; more Charming 
With their owne Noblcnefle, which could haue turn'd 
A DiftafTe, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes ; 
Part fhame, part fpirit renew'd, that fome turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh a firme in Warre, 
Damn'd in the fu ft beginners) gan to looke 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lyons 
Vpon the Pikes oth'Hunfcers. Thcn beganne 
A flop i'th'Chafer ; a Retyre : Anon 
A Ro wt, confufion thick** : forthwith they flye 
Chicken£,thc way which they ft opt Eagles: Slaues 
The ftrides the Victors made : and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o'th'necd : hauing found the backe doore open 
Of the vnguarded hearts : heauensjhow they wound j 
Some flaine before fome dying ; fome their Friends 
Ore-borne i'th'former waue,tcn chae'd by one, 
Are now each one theflaughter-man of twenty : 
Thofc that would dye, or ere refift, are growne 
The mortall bugs o 9 th , Field 8 


Lor 
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The Tragedie of Cjmbeline. 


Lord. This was ftrarige claanee : 
A narrow Lane, an old man,and two Boyes. 

Poll. Nay,do not wonder at it : you are made 
Rather co wonder at the things you heare, 
Then to vvoikeany. W ill you Rime vpon'c, 
And vent it for a Mock'rie ? Heere h one : 
«7W *B0yes,an O dman( trviceaBoy)a Lane, 
«p* ejeru d the Britaines, was the Romanes hang. 

Lord. Nay.be not angry Sir. 

p&jt : . Lacke.to what end ? 
Whodaresnot ftandhis Foe T lie be his Friend : 
For if hee'l do, as he is made to doo, 
I know hee'l quickly flye my fncndftiip too. 
You haue put me into Rime. 

Lord. Farewell, you're angry* Exit. 

Po$. Still going? This is a Lord : Oh Noble mifery 
To be i'th'Fieldjand 3ske what newes of me : 
To day, how many would haue giucn their Honours 
To hauc fau'd their CarkafTes ? Tookc heele to doo't, 
And yet dyed too. I, in mine owne woe charm'd 
Could not finde death, where I did heare him groane, 
Nor feelc him where he ftrooke. Being an v gly Monfter, 
'Tis ftrange he hides him in frefli Cups,foft Beds, 
Sweet words ; or hath moe nainifters then we 
That draw his kniues i*th* War. Well I will finde him : 
For being now a Fauourer to the Britaine, 
No more a Britaine, 1 haue refum'd againc 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more, 
But yecld me to the vet ieft Hinde, that (ball 
Once touch my fhoulder. Great theflaugbcer if 
Heere made by'trf Rom3nc ; great the Anfwcr be 
Britaines muft take. Fo? me, my Ranfomc's death, 
On eyther fide I come to fpend my breath ; 
Which neyther heere lie keepe, nor bcate agen, 
But end it by fome meanes for Imogen. 

Enter two Caftntnes^and Soldiers- 

1 Great Iupiter be prais s d, Lucius is taken, 

Tis thought the old nian,and his fonnes, were Angels, 

2 There was a fourth man, in a filly habu, 
Thatgaue th* Affront with them. 

I So 'tis reported : 
But none of *em can be found* Stand, who's there ? 

Poft* A Roman, 
Who bad not now becne drooping hcere,if Seconds 
Had anfwer'd him. 

t Layhandsonhina:aDogge, 
A legge of Rome (hall not retuinc to tell 
What Crdws haue peckt them here ; he brags his fcruice 
At if he were of note : bring him to'th'King. 
Enter Cymbeline^elariusfiuiierius^ Aruiragus^Pifanio . and 
Romane Captiues. The Caftaines prefent Pofthumus to 
Cjmbeline \who deliuers,him otter to a Gaoler* 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Poflhumm^and Gaoler. 

Gao. You ftiall run now be ftolne, 
You haue lockes vpon you : 
So graze, as you finde Pafture, 

t.Gao. I,or a ftornacke. 

Peft. Moft welcome bondage; for thou art a way 
(1 thinke) to liberty; yet am I better 
Then one that's fickc o'th'Gowt, fincc he had rather 


Groane fo in perpetuity, then be cur'd 

By'th'furePhyfitian, Death; who is the key 

T'vnbarrc thefe Lockcs.My Confcience,thou art fetter'd 

More then my (banks,& wnftssyou good Gods guie mc 

The penitent Inftrument to picke that Bolt, 

Then free for euer. ls't enough 1 am lorry? 

So Children temporall Fathers do appeafe J 

Gods arc more full of mercy. Mufti repent, 

I cannot do it better then in Gyues, 

Defir'd, more then conftrain'd, tofatisfie 

If of my Freedome 'tis the maine part, take 

No ft richer render of me, then my All , 

I know you arc more clement then vilde men, 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 

A fixt, a tenth, letting them thriuc againe 

On their abatement ; that's not my defirc. 

For Imogens deeve life, take mine, and though 

Tis not fo deere, yet 'tis a life ; you coyn'd it, 

'T weene man,and man,they waigh not euery flampe • 

Though light, take Peeces for the figures fake, 

(You rather) mine being yours: ana fo great Powres 

Ifyouwiil take this Audir, take this life, 

And cancel! thefe cold Bonds, Oh Imogen, 

lie fpeakc to thee in filefcce. 

Solcmnt Muficfy. Enter (as in an Apparation)SiciRim Leo- 
natus^ Father to Pefthumus^an oldman.attyredltkc a war- 
riour % leading in his hand an ancient Matron (bis wife, & 
Mother to Poslhumus ) with Mujicke before them. Then, 
after other At uficke follows the twojomg Leonaii (Jsro* 
thers to Poslhumw) with wounds as they died in the warn. 
They circle Toft humus round as he lies flecping, 

Sicil. No more thou Tbunder-Maflcr 
(hew thy fpight.on Mortall Flies ; 
With Mars fall out with Iuno chide,that thy Adulteries 

Rates,and Reuenges, 
Hath my poorc Boy done ought but well,} 

whofe face 1 neuer faw : 
I dy 'dc whirft in the Wombe he ftaide a 

attending Natures Law. 
tVhofc Father then (as men report, . 

thou Orphanes Father art) 
Thoif fhould'ft haue bin, and fheelded him, 
from this earth-vexing fmart. 
{JMoth. Lucina lent not me hjer ayde, 
but took* me inmyThrowcs, 
That from me was Pofthumus ript, 

came crying 'mong'ft his Focs# 
A thing of pitty. 

Sicil. Great Nature like his Anceftrie, 
moulded the ftuffe fo faire: 
That he d.fcru'd the praife o'ch'Wofld/ 
as great Sicil tus hey re, 
I -Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
in Britaine where was bc£ 
That could ftandvp his paralell ? 

Orfruitfullobieabee? ' 
In eye €>f Imogen t that beft could deemt 
his dignitie. 
Mo. With Marriage wherefore was he m^t&C 
to be exird,arid tbrownc 
From Leonati Seate, and caft Irom her/ 

hisdeereftoncs 
Sweat Imogen} 
Sic. Why did you (uffcr Iachimo ^flight thing df Itajy, 
bbb 3 To 
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